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In the spring, Red the Caller slipped quietly into the
Eastern Shore again, bypassing his usual noble hosts. The
ferry boy brought him to White Bird Rock.
In the sweetest persuading song of the Callers, Jarred
whispered on the air: "Come away, come away West with

At sunset, a cloud of white and gray and black rose from
the shore and merged with the orange of the Western sky.
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USED FURNITURE
Bill Embly
Grandf red Dubow and I were out on Hidden Lake,
running a broad reach up North Cape Ridge toward the
Army Corps dam in Cumberland. This was about a month
before he died. Lashing the tiller to a cleat, he kicked his
long legs up on the gunwale and leaned back against the
transom to tell me a story. He told a good story, and typical
of his best, they began in the here and now and ended up
somewhere I'd never been before. "Mark and his Granddad
were out for a day sail," he began, "when the old man
clutched at his heart and fell dead in the bottom of the
boat."
"Grandfred," I said, "what kind of story is this?"
"Now be still," he said. "Close your eyes and watch the
sunlight playing on your eyelids. The old man was just
that, old, and his time had come. The boy knew well
enough what had happened. He put a cushion under the
old man's face to keep it out of the bilge water, he brought
the boat up into the wind, and he sat there listening to the

. lap slap of the sea, trying to figure what he should do. It
was a difficult situation, but he didn't panic. He began to
sort through his thoughts as if picking at a tangled knot and
pretty soon he located the bind. If I take Granddad back,
he thought, theyll only lay him out in a satin lined box and
plant him in the cold ground. Granddad, he thought, had
always wanted to be buried at sea, and the sooner the better
so he could be reunited with bis dear Eleanor once again.
How many times bad he heard Granddad say, 'It's the
bottomless deep for me, and no sad farewell 1. '"
I opened one eye, as he had me worried, but with a nod
of bis hand to reassure me, he went on, "Mark tied the
anchor line around old Granddad's ankle and threw him
overboard. There, that wasn't so bad, was it? Think of all
the trouble he'd saved for everyone, not to mention, he'd
just cheated the undertaker out of his fee. Granddad was
1

Crossing Tbe Bar, Alfred Lord Tennyson
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sure to like that. Still, it was a solemn moment for the boy.

He said a brief prayer, took his bearings off a steeple that
lined up with the fire tower on Bear Mountain, and laid
down to think it over.
"When he sat up again, he couldn't see North Cape
Ridge nor Pine Top Ridge, nor nothing at all but a column
of smoke on the horizon. Working the tiller to position
himself for what little wind there was, he set a course for
this smoke. As he drew near he saw a small island, and
nearer still he saw that the smoke was rising from a fire on
the beach. A man was tending the fire, but when he saw
Mark sailing in, he immediately shook it down and kicked
sand over it. Mark pulled the daggerboard and jumped out,
dragging the boat ashore.
"The man motioned for Mark to stay where he was,
and began to plow a furrow in the sand. He shuffled along
with his head down and his arms pumping. He plowed a
furrow that looked to Mark like a script Y, with a long
graceful tail. He shuffled back along the tail to the trough
of the Y, and with a great leap sprang out into the cup of
the Y. There he fell to his knees and dug a hole, only a
shallow hole, then he backed away, raking out his footprints with his fingers.
"'That should do,' he said to Mark. 'I'm Mr. Kingsley,
caretaker of this island, but there's no time to explain.
You're not the only who saw the smoke, I'm sure, and
they'll be here right quick.' This Kingsley was a queer
fellow, short and stout, with a thick spray of dark hair. His
face was like a porpoise, with the same playful expression.
He wore a pair of baggy shorts and had a vertical scar that
ran the length of his chest.
"'But where is here?' asked Mark. Looking one way,
then the other, he discovered the beach stretched on endlessly in either direction. A wide expanse of white sand
rose into a rill of dunes. Beyond lay green clad bills that
butted up against a cliff of sheer rock.
"'Didn't your Granddad tell you about this place?' said
Kingsley, taking a small tin from his hip pocket. 'Balm of
Seafoam. I'll tell you where we arc, but first rub this on
the back of your neck.'
"As he spoke, Kingsley began to disappear from the
ground up. At the same moment, a crowd broke from the
dunes and rushed onto the beach, making for the script Y.
'Be quick, Marki' Kingsleydisappeared until only his head
remained. It popped like a balloon. Rubbing the balm on
his neck, Mark felt himself disappearing. When his head
popped, there he was, standing in front of Kingsley again.
"'I knew theyd come nosing around/ said Kingsley.
'Anthropologists, theologians, journalists. Watch carefully, they're quite amusing.'
"They encircled the script Y, flanking to the left and
the right. Some took pictures, some drew sketches, some
took samples of the sand. Others began to measure. Soon
they fell to arguing, for they could no longer make out the
design for their own tracks in the sand. As they didn't seem
to notice Mark and Kingsley, Mark assumed they had
become invisible, but then he remembered his boat. Turn-
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ing to look, he saw only sunlight playing on his eyelids.
He heard the whisper of the sea and felt a gentle rocking
motion.
"Kingsley took him by the arm and they began to walk
along the beach. 'Years ago I raised a man from the dead.
It was meant as a sign, but everyone took it quite literally.
I haven't had a moments peace since. Raise my wife from
the dead. Raise my son from the dead. I have a friend in
the east who put it this way. Show me a man who hasn't
lost a loved one, and 1'11 bring your wife back.'
"'But if you can do that, Mr. Kingsley,' asked Mark,
'why not do it?'
"'Think for a minute, Mark, of how crowded it would
be. Besides, when a man comes back from the dead there's
a horrible smell about him. No, Mark, there's a better way.
You came here looking for your Granddad ... '
"'No, Mr. Kingsley, I buried Granddad at sea.'
"'So you did, but you came here all the same. I didn't
bring you here. I built that fire and you decided on your
own to come here.'
"Kingsley nudged Mark and pointed to the crowd.
They were filing off like ants from a picnic. 'Every so often
one wil1 lag behind and 1'11 toss him a bone, but not today.
All right, Mark, it's time we go visit your Granddad.'
"Mark again looked from one end of the endless beach
to the other. 'But where arc we going, Mr. Kingsley?'
"'It's not a question of where so much as how. Listen
very carefully, Mark. You must do exactly as I do. Put
your arms straight out to the side, like so, and let your head
hang forward. Imagine you are the loneliest man in the
world, and when you feel the weight of the world on your
shoulders, simply take a step to the left.' Having said this,
Kingsley took a step to the left and quite abruptly disappeared.
"Mark held his arms out and dropped his head forward.
He did in fact feel very lonely on this endless beach, and he
only had to think of what lay ahead, when he returned by
himself, to feel the weight of the world on his shoulders.
How would he ever explain this to mom and dad. 'Don't
think of that now,' came Kingsley's voice, as if from an
eddy of wind. Stepping to the left, he found himself standing before Kingsley again. Only Kingsley had changed, and
they were no longer on the beach. They were in a kitchen,
his Grandmother's kitchen. He recognized everything: the
curtains, the hand towels, the hutch, the trivets, the canisters, the table where Granddad had carved a heart. He
stood in the midst of it like a vivid memory that had
crystallized. Mr. Kingsley was now a chair, the ladder back
chair Granddad had purchased at an auction.
"'I'm almost afraid to ask, Mr. Kingsley.'
"'Do you remember the stool you liked to sit on, so
you could see what everyone was doing?'
"Mark looked down and saw that he was in fact a stool.
'And Granddad is here!?'
"'Your Granddad is now a sofa. He's come here to rest,
and what better way to rest than as a piece of furniture.

Granddad is the sofa, the sofa is Granddad, it's important
you understand that. And Granddad the sofa is resting in
the parlor. This way please.'
"Kingsley, walking quite jauntily for a ladder back
chair, led the way. His four legs, though braced all around,
appeared to be moving independently of the braces. Looking down at his own legs, Mark observed this same action,
his legs moving as if thumbing through the pages of an
action drawing. In the parlor, which was exactly as he had

remembered it, he saw Granddad, stretched out as the old
sofa. 'Granddad!' he cried, running to him.
"It was strange to see a sofa reach out an arm, but once
in his Granddad's arms, he forgot they were two pieces of
furniture. 'Marky, Marky,' Granddad mumbled like old
fabric.
"'Hello, Grandfather,' said Kingsley. 'I must say,
you're looking well rested.'
"'You must be Kingsley, at last! Too bad I had to pass
away first.'
"'You've passed, Grandfather, but not away. What
keeps us going here is memory. This house, from its
foundation to its roofing nails, is memory. Soon as you
realize that, and it's no easy trick, you're free to go. Of
course, you '11 need the map.'
"Tve been pondering that map long and hard,' said
Granddad. 'As maps go, it's rather odd. No cardinal
points, no landmarks.'
"There are no more cardinal points or landmarks,
Grandfather,' said Kingsley. 'The map is an ancient symbol
that describes a release point. Do you think you could
sketch it for me?'

"Granddad, whose eyes were in the armrest, looked
across the room. 'If you'll bring me paper and a pencil,
Mark, I'll satisfy Mr. Kingsley. You'll find what I need on
the desk.'
"Turning to the desk, Mark noticed the old China
cabinet, inside the crystal bowl full of hard candy. There
was a blue teacup on top, out of the reach of children. He
was sure the key was still in that cup, the key Gram ma took
down to unlock the cabinet to give him a piece of hard
candy. Next to the China cabinet hung the heavy mauve
curtains, drawn over a window that looked out onto
Wentworth. He couldn't resist taking a look to see if
anything had changed, but outside he saw a dazzling light,
like a glare of sunlight on the water, but nothing more. He
moved on round the old oak table, past Granddad's musty
old books. The desk, also, was just as he remembered it.
Mahogany, with brass handles. The lamp with a frosted
globe like a daffodil sat in one corner, and the Dutch vase
with dried flowers in the other. It looked so like Grandmother he was not surprised when the drawer slid open in
an unmistakable yawn. 'Why goodness gracious, it's Mark.
Manfred, why didn't you tell me he was coming. Oh, dear
me, I do hope you're only visiting, Mark.'
"'Yes, Gramma, I'm only visiting. Mr. Kingsley
brought me here. I didn't know you would be here.' He
lowered the flat top of his stool head against her desktop,
but it was just as he always remembered, soft as her bosom,
smelling faintly of lavender water.
"'Mr. Kingsley is such a clever man,' said Grandmother,
her drawer moving in and out. 'I'm very pleased to met
you at last, Mr. Kingsley, you have no idea. But are you
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sure it's safe to bring Mark here?'
"'I didn't bring him, Eleanor, he came on his own'.
"'And how are your parents, Mark? Oh my, there are
so many things I'm dying to know. Well, that's not what
I meant to say. Dear me, it's so confusing.'
"'They're fine, Gramma. I can't wait to tell them I've
seen you.'
"'Do be careful, Mark. This goes against everything I
used to believe. If anyone had ever told me I'd become my

old desk. How will you ever explain this?'
"'They'll have to believe me, Gramma, becauseGranddad isn't coming back with me.'
"'Eleanor, now don't fret. Mark will do fine. Give him
paper and a pencil so I can sketch Mr. Kingsley's map.'
"The upper left drawer opened and Mark took out a
sheet of blue stationary and a pencil. He closed the drawer
himself, gently, as if patting Grandmother on the shoulder.
Returning to the sofa, he knelt to watch Granddad draw
the map. With a graceful stroke and back, and confident
dot, he reproduced the script Y Kingsley had plowed in the
sand. Mark sprang to his feet. 'Mr. Kingsley, if you already
knew, why put Granddad through this?'
"'Mark, this is the only map there is, there is no other,
and we have it from birth. The dot and the cup of the Y
are the breast, and the back sweeping tail is the umbilical
cord. But recall the men on the beach. They saw this same
map and it didn't mean a thing to them. I had to be sure
it was clear in Grandfather's mind.'
"'Do you understand any of this, Granddad?' asked
Mark.
"'To understand, one must have a choice, Mark. I have
no choice but to rest.'
"'Home is the sailor,'2 said Kingsley. 'You'll like Mr.
Stevenson quite as much as his poems. And Eleanor, I'm
confident you'll find Miss Alcott a charming guest. You'll
meet them all, in any case, but now it's time for Mark and
me to go.'
"Mark threw himself on the sofa once again, and ran on
his strange four legs to the desk. 'Rest well,' called Kingsley, as he and Mark returned to the kitchen.
"'This time step to the right,' said Kingsley, extending
his arms, 'we must now go back to the world of mortals.'
He stepped to the right and disappeared.
"Thinking ahead to what he must explain in the world
of mortals, Mark considered staying behind. But no sooner
did this thought cross his mind, then a horrible chill came
over him. He quickly thrust his arms out, let his head drop
forward, and stepping to the right, found himself once
again before Kingsley. He was the same as before, wearing
the baggy shorts, tan except for the long vertical scar. They
were on the beach again.
"Kingsley stooped for a conch shell, and putting it to
his lips, produced a low humming sound. Mark found it
pleasant and fascinating. Each time Kingsley paused, the
sound would reverse and go back into the shell. 'A charioteer from the Far East taught me that,' said Kingsley. 'The
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best conch player of all time. If you have a minute, I'll
show you a trick you'll never forget.'
"'Mark turned to look up and down the endless beach.
He looked out to sea, and once again saw nothing but the
sunlight playing on his eyelids. 'I don't know how you can
top what I've just seen, Mr. Kingsley, but sure, why not.'
"'I'd like to show you a blowout, Mark, an absolute
marvel of Nature, a cavity formed in the dunes by the
action of the wind. The wind swirls in and goes round and
round until it hollows out a place of its own. At one time
they were considered sacred ground. Come on, let's have
a look.'
"They climbed an embankment and at the top Kingsley
gave a mighty blast on the conch shell. The sound was like
the powerful throbbing of an engine. Below, scooped out
of the sand over the course of many many years, lay a
blowout. It looked like a crater on the moon, only it was
covered with a soft ankle deep grass. The action of the
wind was clearly visible combing through the grass, working down into the crater and back up again. Lying scattered
and partially covered in the grass were fallen trees, the bark
smooth and silver. Only one tree remained standing, a tree
unlike any Mark had seen before. It was perfectly straight,
its silver bark smooth as marble. Instead of limbs it had
spikes, each sporting a cluster of tiny heart shaped leaves.
"'It's beginning to work,' said Kingsley, 'you'll want to
give me plenty of room now.'
"He again raised the conch shell to his lips. The sound
he produced was taken up by the wind until it swirled and
swirled about them. But as Mark listened, he heard another
sound. It seemed to be coming toward them, indeed,
coming toward them very fast. All at once hundreds and
thousands of doves flew into the blowout and flocked to
Kingsley. They covered him from head to toe and yet more
came until it was impossible to know that Kingsley was in
the midst of them. All together they formed one giant
dove, quivering with the rapid heart beats and blinking eyes
of the many doves.
"As Mark looked on, the giant dove began to grow
smaller and smaller, though the doves were not flying
away. He didn't know exactly where they were going until
he saw Kingsley again, plucking doves from himself and
stowing them in a sack. Finally Kingsley stood before
Mark holding a bulging sack no bigger than a pillow case.
"At that point Mark sat up and realized he had been
dreaming, for there was his Granddad, seated on the aft
bench, and there was the steeple, lining up with the fire
tower. Only now it was to the port side instead of the
starboard. It was the same wind leaning a shoulder into
their sail, only now they were going home."

2

Requiem, Robert Louis Stevenson

